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INTRODUCTION 



Around the personality and the exploits of 
Rodrigo Diaz de Bivar, El Cid Campeador, have 
clustered more ballads and legends and folk lore 
than have fallen to the lot of any other Spanish 
hero of romance. The Cid is the national hero of 
Spain and he flourished and wrought mighty 
deeds in that golden era "when knighthood was 
in flower," when chivalry was at its height, the 
age of the crusades, when Moor and Spaniard 
contested for possession of the Iberian peninsula. 

There is such a wealth of legend and chronicle 
and ballad, as well substantiated as such tradi- 
tions can be, that the dramatist is reluctantly put 
to it to leave out much that is thrilling and ro- 
mantic and even theatrical, instead of — ^as is 
usually the case — having to search for available 
material. 

Drama and opera have been written around the 
Cid perhaps a score of times. But the fact that 
none of them survives upon the stage today is 
sufiicient evidence that in some way or other 
they have fallen short of the mark. The tragic 
finale of the Cid is one of the greatest and most 
dramatic episodes in history and other thrilling 
exploits of the Spanish Campeador form a back- 
ground for it, the presentation of which is de- 
signed not only to delight and to entertain, but 
also to bind together in one sheaf typical exploits 
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of this Spanish knight, who with all his human 
faults showed also characteristics of noble honor, 
chivalric devotion and an ecstatic courage that 
will hold him for all time among the world's 
greatest heroes. 

His headlong dash and intrepid bravery were 
well exemplified early in life when he took up 
the quarrel of his aged father with Count Gomez 
(father of Ximena in the opera), which proud 
noble he slew, although at the time he was but a 
youth in his teens. His other victories, touched 
upon in the opera, are all historic feats, cele- 
brated in song and story. 

The incident of the chests of sand, chronicled 

in "The Poem of the Cid,'' is a beautiful touch, 

showing the scrupulous honor of the champion. 

"Quedo soterrado en ella 

El oro de mi verdad — " 

"The gold of my truth lay buried there." 

This famous poem is unquestionably the old- 
est document in Spanish literature, written early 
in the Thirteenth Century, a little more than a 
hundred years after the death of the Cid. It is 
the first of hundreds of songs and legends cele- 
brating his exploits. "Gesta Roderici," a Latin 
chronicle, together with the poem, form the basis 
of most of the legends which were gathered and 
edited best, perhaps, by Robert Southey early in 
the Nineteenth Century. 

Wonderful and masterful was the personality 
of El Cid Campeador when "no Moor could 
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stand unabashed in his presence." Countless in- 
cidents exemplify this characteristic. The episode 
of the cowed lion which he led back to its cage, 
incapable of stage presentation, is a case in point. 
An imposing personage was Myo Cid with his 
brave beard, his proud bearing and his tremen- 
dous force of character, making up a personality 
indelibly impressed upon the page of romantic 
history. 

The sources of the plot are indicated above, 
the "gesta," the "poem" and Southey's chronicle. 
John Ormsby's translation of the poem was used 
together with H. Butler Clarke's compilation, and 
several others. All the incidents in the opera are 
historical and the characters as named, except 
certain unimportant dramatic adjustments. The 
Moorish girl was in truth taken by the Cid in the 
manner indicated, but, history says, was pre- 
sented by him to his sovereign. Her adaptation 
is the only indulgence in dramatic license. 

The opera must have evolved itself subcon- 
sciously, for after nearly a year's study, the 
libretto was written in a single night. 

This work is for the reader as well as for stage 
production. Its condensed brevity will be ade- 
quately expanded for production by the choral 
repetitions, as well as by the various marches, 
dances and other "business" indicated in the text 

Chicago, February, 1917. H. W. L. 
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El Cid Campeador 



Dramatis Personae. 



Pero Bermudez, nephew \ knights tenor 

Gif d£ ^'^ \ retainers . .barytone 

Don Alvar Fanez Minaya ' oi El Cid... tenor 

Don Hieronymo, Bishop of Valencia bass 

Almamon, a Moor barytone 

Dona Ximena, wife of El Cid contralto 

Sancho II, King of Castile bass 

Mulei-Hassem, Moorish general barytone 

Don Rodrigo Diaz de Bivar, Cid Campeador 

tenor 

Hafiza, daughter of Mulei-Hassem soprano 

Rachel, Jewish money lender bar)rtone 

Vidas, Jewish money lender barytone 

Don Arias, a grandee of Spain tenor 

Vellido Dolfos, a knight bass 

Urraca, sister of Sancho mezzo soprano 

Ibn Abdus, Herald of King Bucar tenor 

King Bucar, Moorish potentate bass 

Attendants at the Court of Castile, visiting nobles, 
irrandees, ladies, minstrels, grleemen, fool, musicians, 
acolytes, priests, Moorish soldiers, Spanish soldiers, 
attendants of El Cid, Moorish dancing girls, Moorish 
attendants. Black Queen and attendants, Egyptian 
slaves, Turkish bowmen. 
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El Cid Campeador 



Synopsis of Scenery. 



ACT I, Scene i, Ante-room, King Sancho's 
Court. 

Scene 2, Camp of the Moors. 

Scene 3. King Sancho's throne room. 



ACT II, Scene i. Room in King Sancho's Pal- 
ace. 

Scene 2, Street in Zamora. 

Scene 3, Outer Walls of Zamora. 



ACT III, Scene i, Room in El Cid's House, Val- 
encia. 

Scene 2, Courtyard, Moorish Palace at Mur- 
viedro, a suburb of Valencia. 
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£1 Cid Campeador 

Opera in Three Acts. 
ACT. I. 

(Scene i. Ante-room, King Sancho's Court 
in Castile,) 

(Gil Diaz, Fanez, Bermudez, Almamon, 

HiERONYMO.) 

Gil Diaz. 

Such is the tale I have heard, 

That though he slaughtered her father. 

For insult to his aged sire, 

Still is her passion so great 

Him she will wed notwithstanding. 

HiERONYMO. 

Impious, terrible, dread, 
Sacrilege past all believing. 
Slain by the hand of her mate. 
His spirit ever will haunt her. 

Almamon. 
Allah, these Qiristians are dogs, 
Creatures of passion and frenzy. 
Nothing in them of the heart, 
Stifled all noble emotions. 
Yea, I will swear me an oath. 
Swear by the beard of the Prophet, 
Infidels mating with death. 
Swine of the earth. — Bum hell's fires. 

Fanez. 
Hark ye now, hither she comes. 
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ACT I, Scene 



Comes on her mission unfilial, 
Comes to demand of the King 
Wedlock with Diaz de Bivar. 
Almamon. 
Allah, this woman they call, 
Creature of lust most horrific! 
Come, this wide room is too close. 
Come, lest we touch but her garment. 

(Quintette repeats last three lines. Exeunt, 
Enter Ximena.) 

XlMENA. 

Yes, I will plead to the King, 

Plead for the bond my heart's craving. 

Father I lost through his thrust. 

For that then let me gain husband. 

Campeador of the world. 

Sweet love, how hate first did rend me. 

Then I bethought of thy might. 

Thought of thy honor and prowess. 

Though my dear father thou slew, 

Slew him in lawful duello. 

Though 'gainst thee bitter my heart, 

Bitter, yet tender and yearning. 

Thee I demand of the King, 

Guerdon for what thou hast taken. 

Campeador to these arms. 

Come to my fond heart's possession. 

(Enter Sancho and suite, Hieronymo, Al- 
mamon, priests, minstrel, fool, scribes, etc.) 

Sancho. 
How now, Ximena, what boon. 
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ACT 1, Scene 1 



What is the boon that thou cravest? 

Tis an incredible quest, 

That thou would'st wed with a murderer. 

Yes, and not only he killed, 

Killed, too, thy very own father. 

State, pray, fair Dona, thy case. 

Lest we have heard the imjpossible. 

XlMENA. 

Nay, noble monarch, great King, 
Thou hast heard all, and that rightly. 
Cid, who my father hath slain. 
Him I demand as a guerdon. 
This of my right I demand. 
This of the law of our nation. 
CastiUan subject he slew. 
Him I would have, yea, as husband. 

Sancho (laughing). 
Ha, ha, that's punishment strange. 
Wedding to pay for a killing. 
Come, now, thou minstrel, thou fool, 
Here is good sport for your calling. 
Chant me a verse in this wise. 
Scribes shall all duly record it. 
Hist'ry and folly thus joined. 
Where is another court like it? 

XlMENA. 

Jest not, beneficent King, 
Heartful my grief and my love is, 
Each striving mast'ry to win. 
Bursting my bosom within me. 
Wilt thou my boon grant? Come, tell, 
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ACT I Scene 2 



Ere my twin passions consume me. 

HiERONYMO. 

Monstrous, O King, is her quest, 
Yet in the law it is written. 

(Chorus repeats last two lines,) 
Sancho. 
Know, then, that we, Sancho Rex, 
Full in the power of our station 
Hereby do give our decree : 
Rodrigo Diaz de Bivar, 
Campeador Cid, they style. 
Shall in a fortnight this damsel 
Take unto wife in due course, 
Bishop and knights in attendance. 
Him she demands in the law. 
Him she shall have as a husband. 
Let the mandate be recorded, 
Let the scribes set it in writing. 
Dona Ximena, Ruy Diaz, 
Thus shall it be. I have spoken. 

(Chorus repeats last six lines, ending "He has 
spoken/') 

(End of Scene i. Act I.) 



SCENE 2, ACT I. 

(Scene 2, Moors' camp in the mountains,) 
(Entrance to large Moorish tent at left. Trees, 

rocks, shrubbery at right. Rocky pass at rear 

right. Mountains at rear.) 

(Hassem at center, Moorish soldiers grouped 

around him.) 



'^ Digitized by Google 



ACT L Scene 2 



(Cid's soldiers enter later at rocky pass. Moors 
to left, Cu/s soldiers to right.) 
(Mulei-Hassem and soldiers.) 

Hassem. 
Come, e'er El Cid overtakes, 
Come, let us ambush there yonder. 
There we together will stand. 
E'en as the Greeks at Thermopylae. 

Chorus. 
Yea, as the Greeks we will strive. 
Come, we will vanquish the infidel. 
Bend him to follow the Prophet, 
Bend him to worship Thee, Allah, 
Allah, the great, the mysterious, 
Allah almighty, all terrible. 
Smite him to blindness with lightning. 
Blast him with sand of the desert. 
Burst Thou his ears with Thy thunder. 
Crush him with power omnipotent. 
Come, let us bravely to battle. 
Hip and thigh smiting the infidel. 
And we who fall in the strife. 
Swift then attain Paradise. 

(Enter Cid, Diaz, Fanez, Bermudez and sol- 
diers.) 

Chorus^ Cid's Soldiers. 
Campeador, conquer thou. 
Conquer in might and in glory, 
Conquer Mohammed's mad mass. 
Ever in battle victorious. 
See how the foe flees away. 
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ACT I, Scene 2 



Come, let us crush them together. 

(Cross chorus, "Allah'' and "Campeador.") 
(They fight, Cid's forces prevail.) 
Hassem. 

Nay, 'tis not meet we should strive. 

Let us a truce hold together. 

I. with two comrades besides, 

Cid with two also, we'll parley. 

CiD. 

Friday thy holiday, ours 

Sunday, we rest from the battle. 

Saturday's fixed well between. 

What say you, Moor? This my challenge. 

(Hassem makes a gesture of good fellowship.) 
Penalty heavy, I'll wage, 
Vict'ry too sweet soft to barter. 
Come, Moor, thy terms make me now, 
Short shrift I'll give thee this morrow. 

Hassem. 
Daughter of mine, beauty rare. 
Eyes proud as thine soon shall dazzle 
Witchery, grace beyond dreams 
Soon thou shalt see. 
(To attendants.) Fetch Hafiza. 

(All exeunt except Cid, Diaz, Fanez, Has- 
sem and two Moorish officers. (Hafiza enters.) 
Dance — Hafiza. 

(During dance food, fruit, etc., are served. 
Moorish girls entertain Diaz and Fanez and 
later exeunt with them.) 
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ACT I Scene 2 



Hassem. 
What say you, Cid? This thy prize. 
Take her to own and possess her, 
Take this voluptuous maid. 
Come, we will call it a bargain. 

Hafiza. 
Campeador, thou should'st know 
Lately I scorned e'en the Sultan. 
Greater my mate must be, I 
See but the earth's greatest champion. 
Winner of Costregon, Borga, 
Conqueror of Don Berenguer, 
Lands of the fair Borriana, 
Victor at far Zaragoza, 
Kings six and score bear thy yoke, 
Hafiza mates with none other. 
Come, Victor, take me thy prize. 
Queen and slave, thine and thine only. 

Cid. 
Now by my soul, armful mine. 
Richer than spoils and fine jewels. 
Precious than rubies more rare. 
Pride, spirit, beauty and temper. 

Hafiza. 
Greater than earth's greatest kings. 
Do I find favor in thy sight? 
Hafiza too shy — too bold? 
Cid. 
Cheek of the rose, beauteous maiden, 
Ne'er in my bosom yet stirred 
Exquisite yearning so tender. 
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ACT I. Scene 3 



Thee I would have on my tours, 
To thee would bring my rich trophies, 
Boast of the day's strife afield. 
Welcome tny tent when the night falls. 
(Hassem smiles. He and others exeunt.) 
Hafiza. 
Come, my dear champion, my Cid, 
Go we forth nothing withstanding 
Campeador's arms and might, 
Hafiza ever to cheer him, 
There to hear news of the strife, 
Hafiza sharing his triumphs. 

Cid. 
I knew not earth held such joy, 
Love's soft allurements entwine me. 
Cid, whom no chieftain can daunt, 
Cid so soon won by a maiden. 

Duet. 
Life hath naught sweeter, my heart, 
Life hath no charms like our fond love. 
(End of Scene 2, Act I.) 



SCENE 3, ACT L 

(Scene 3, Throne Room, King Sancho's Pal^ 
ace.) 

(Throne, with rich canopy and steps, on left. 
Elaborate decorations of old Spain, with a touch 
of Moorish style, pillars, statues, etc. Stand for 
musicians at right. Portico at rear with back 
view of Spanish city.) 

(Gil Diaz, Bermudez, Fanez and attendants 
in rich wedding attire.) 
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ACT L Scene 3 



Fanez. 
And did he wed the fair maid? 
How now, and what of these nuptials? 

Gil Diaz. 
Marriage? What's marriage to Cid? 
To Cid belongs what he captures, 
She is a prize beyond meed. 
This is a form and a function. 
Wedding is better than jail. 
Think'st thou that priest o'er them mumbling 
Binds down my Cid to a hearth. 
Firing and fetching the water. 
Stilling the cries of a brat ? 
Cid tied to a woman's apron I 

Fanez. 
There, the procession is formed. 
Hither the bride and her dowry. 

Bermudez. 
Now by Cid's beard so splendid 
Ne'er yet was such celebration. 
Wedding March. 
(Wedding march led by acolytes, mi4sicians 
(buglers), minstrels, gleemen, Spanish grandees, 
ladies and attendants, visiting kings and nobles, 
knights in armor, Sancho with Ximena, 
Moors and black attendants, slaves bearing lav- 
ish gifts such as swords, armor, gold plate, 
Cid's ivory chair placed next the throne, lion in 
cage, strong boxes, oriental stuffs, lamps, Egyp- 
tian slaves in chains, etc. Convenient gifts are 
bestowed on stage, others taken off. Cid's 
horse Bavieca led past at rear, donkeys bearing 
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ACT I. Scene 3 



gifts, a camel, choir, priests, Hieronymo^ Cid's 
soldiers, Bermudez, Fanez and Cid with Gil 
Diaz. Ximena first seated in Cid's chair be- 
side Sancho on' his throne. When Cid comes 
all rise and take their places.) 

Chorus. 
Greatest of warriors thy fete, 
Let there be full celebration. 
None rivals thee, Myo Cid, 
Never again such a champion. 
Sing of the Campeador, 
Hail to his glory and triumph, 
Vaster than all thy rich spoils. 
Greater than kings shall thy fame be. 
Hail to the Campeador, 
Hail to the Campeador ! 
{Tableau at close: Priests at extreme left, 
Sancho and Hieronymo, Bermudez, Arias, 
Urraca, Ximena and Cid in center. Diaz, 
Fanez, Almamon, lady, Dolfos, lady, mu- 
sicians in stand, acolytes. Others grouped be- 
hind.) 

(Hafiza appears at close, aghast at the cere- 
monies. ) 

Cid. 
Ere consummating my wedding, 
Five fields of war will I conquer. 
(Hafiz laughs exultingly.) 
Chorus. 
Hail to the Campeador, 
Hail to the Campeador! 
(CURTAIN. End of Act I.) 
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ACT II. 

(Scene iJRoom in King S anchors Palace,) 

(SaNCHO^ HaFIZA, XliMENA^ HiERONYMO, 

priests, attendants, etc.) 

Sancho. 
Say'st thou that reluctant Cid 
Waits on the order of going 
To take Zamora by siege, 
Held by my sister, Urraca? 

HiERONYMO. 

Aye, they were bred up together. 
Cid does not war upon women. 
Firm his refusal as flint. 
Lo, here he comes. Sire, inquire. 

{Enter Cid with Diaz, Fanez and Ber- 

MUDEZ.) 

Sancho. 
How now, brave Campeador, 
Deaf to your King's will and wishes ? 
Have I been rightly informed? 
What is your answer, Zamora? 

{All gather closer, intent upon Cid's answer,) 
Cid. 
Loyal my heart to my liege, 
Cid never feared any foeman. 
Conquered he kings six and score. 
Winner of Costregon, Borga, 
Berenguer fell at his hands. 
Conquered he far Zaragoza, 
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ACT IL Scene 1 



Fair lands of fair Borian', 

Yet never warred upon woman. 

Ximena wed I, thy will. 

Full seven years have I served thee. 

Dost thou ask more than my spoils? 

More than the wife that thou gav'st me? 

Now on Urraca to war, 

Laying foul siege to Zamora ? 

Her as a child I have borne 

Over the brooks in the meadow, 

Gathered the flow'rets in spring, 

Nursed we of same foster mother. 

Now, O great Sancho, thou would'st 

More than Fm able to give thee. 

Take thou my good sword, Tizona, 

Take my loved horse, Bavieca, 

Take thou Ximena, my wife, 

But leave yet, sire, leave my honor. 

(Chorus repeats last six lines, *'his^' for "my") 
Sancho {in anger). 
Banished from Castile for aye. 
Go, thou, thou traitorous vassal. 
Forfeit thy plunder, thy spoils. 
Wife, she in convent sequestered. 
Out upon thee, Campeador I 
Go to the Moors in the desert, 
Go where thou wilt, recreant Cid, 
Castile her gates bar thee ever. 

{Chorus comes on. Ximena is taken by 
priests, Hieronymo, Diaz, Fanez, Bermudez 
and some others take their stand with Cid and 
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ACT \l Scene 2 



during chorus exeunt with him, also Hafiza^ 
looking hack triumphantly.) 
{Chorus appeals to King.) 
Chorus. 
Woe to the land of Castile, 
Woe when El Cid Campeador 
Goes from our borders estranged. 
Woe to his glories thus darkened. 
Gone Myo Cid from his land. 
Gone from the scenes of his triumphs. 
Woe to the State of Castile, 
Tears now our portion and mourning. 
{End of Scene i, Act IL) 



SCENE 2, ACT II. 

{Scene 2, Street in Zamora.) 

(Rachel and Vidas.) 

Rachel. 
Know then that Diaz EI Cid 
Banished from Castile forever, 
Of wealth and moneys bereft. 
Brings now two chests full of trophies 
Earnest of money to lend. 
Usury great will he pay us. 
Vidas. 
Chests bound and chests to stay closed 
Till a year's end. How the contents 
Shall we discover, O Jew, 
Lender of moneys of others? 

Rachel. 
Here, here he comes, pray now ask. 
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ACT II. Scene 2 



(Enter Cm, Hafiza and attendants with two 
heavy chests.) 

CiD. 

Here is the pledge that I offer, 
Six hundred marks I require, 
And a full bounty I'll pay thee. 
(Rachel tries to lift chest.) 

ViDAS. 

What is the contents, my Cid? 
We will proceed to discover. 

(Takes battleaxe from soldier.) 
Hafiza. 
Nay, by my soul, thus his pledge 
Never in this mode shall barter. 
If in a year unredeemed, 
Then thou shalt break the chests' covers. 

Rachel. 
So. Here's the gold, chieftain mine. 
One year shall we intact hold them. 
Five and four score is the price. 

(Jews pay the money.) 
Cid. 
Come, it is done. Now to plunder. 

Chorus. 
Yusuf 's rich treasures to seize, 
Ar-radhi's wealth, too, shall pay us. 
Impious Garcia shall give 
Full toll for his basest treason. 
On, then, to Tarik and Messa. 
Almundhir's palace we'll ravish. 
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ACT II. Scene 3 



Hail to the Camipeador, 
Hail to the Campeador! 
(End of Scene 2, Act II.) 



SCENE 3, ACT 11. 

{Scene 3, Outer walls of Zamora,) 

(Don Arias and Vellido Dolfos.) 
Vellido. 
So now Urraca thou hold'st 
In thy old hands in Zamora, 
Saving from Sancho the town, 
Saving his sister well also. 

Arias. 
Wretch, but my age doth protect, 
Son of Adolfo, the traitor. 
Grandson of Lanio, the base. 
Here, sons, pursue now the villain. 

(Sons enter and pursue Vellido. All exeunt.) 

{Enter Cid, Hafiza, Urraca.) 

CiD. 

Sister of childhood beloved, 
Never could I have opposed thee. 

Hafiza. 
Sister, this, another wife, 
I must my jealousy guard well. 

CiD. 

Hafiza, beauty so rare. 
Wit sharper than good Tizona, 
I am enthralled of thy charms, 
Think not, I pray thee, of rivals. 
See thou the sun there sublime, 
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ACT II, Scene 3 



Envies it the meager candle? 

See Bavieca, my steed? 

Like to compare with a donkey. 

Urraca (laughing). 
I am the donkey. 

CiD. 

No, no, 
Queen, thou art dearer than sister. 

Hafiza. 
I am thy heart. 

CiD. 

Aye, forever. 

Urraca. 
Let us a bond here pledge faithful. 

Hafiza. 
Sister, 

CiD. 

Love, 

Uracca. 
Comrades, come, friends, 
Come to the walls, they our safety. 

Trio. 
Come to the walls, they our strength. 
Come, we will rally together. 
(Exeunt) 
(Enter Sancho.) 

Sancho. 
Here 'tis Vellido would meet. 
Showing the gate's secret entrance. 
Traitor, twice traitor, I'll use him. 
Traitorous son of his father. 
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ACT II. Scene 3 



Grandson of Lanio, the base, 
Traitor, twice traitor, I'll use him. 

(Vellido comes behind King and stabs him, 
Sancho falls and cries out, Vellido Aees, Cid 
enters on horse but without spurs, dismounts. 
Hafiza, chorus, etc., enter, horse led off.) 

Cid (in anger,) 
And without spurs ! Thus I lost him, 
Vellido, base and coward, fleeing. 
Never again will I doff them. 
Come, bring me spurs. Bavieca, 
Ne'er, ne'er before hast thou failed. 
Spurs had o'ertaken the villain. 
Spurs, type of knighthood and valor. 
Spurs, ah, the lack here was fatal. 
Spurs, here I pledge thee, spurs, spurs ! 

(Chorus repeats last four lines,) 

(Hafiza, laughing.) 

(CURTAIN. End of Act II,) 
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ACT III. 

(Scene i, Room in Cid's house, Valencia.) 

(Cid's room reflects his masterful personality. 
Furnishings simple but imposing. Couch at 
right with rich drapery. Stand of medieval 
armor behind it, spears, helmet, etc. Cid's 
coat-of-arms on rear wall at right. Doors at 
center and front, left. At left a pile of spoils, 
shields, gold goblets, swords, helmets, gold plate, 
a rich Moorish saddle, oriented stuffs, spurs, 
boxes, etc. Strong box at left, rear, under an- 
tique portrait of Spanish grandee. In center, 
ornately carved table zvith oriental cover, old- 
fashioned inkhorn, quill pens, sand boxes, docu- 
ments with seals, etc. Chair at table, Roman. 
Settle at left front near door. ) 

(Hafiza selects bracelet from pile of plunder.) 

Hafiza. 

Campeador, comes King Bucar. 
Murviedro castle he's taken, 
Filled it with trophies and women. 
Cid, countless Moors are upon thee. 
King Bucar comes with his black queen, 
Yes, and horsewomen two hundred. 
Hair all shorn off but a top tuft. 
Come also the Turkish bowmen. 
Tents they have pitched, fifteen thousand. 
Art great enough these to vanquish ? 
These? Aye, and more. E'er victorious 
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ACT 111, Scene 1 



King of the world, thou, my lover, 
Knight of my heart, thee I cherish. 
Yet anon I would end battle, 
Fare to some valley bower laden. 
There to abide in love's garden, 
I and my Cid — let the world go. 
Ah, I but dream. This, this never. 
War in the breath of his living. 
(Enter Cm.) 

Cid. 

War? Nay, I would not strive always. 
I, too, bright fields crave, soft groves. 
Thither with thee, love, to wander. 
War is not all that life offers. 

(Cid gives Hafiza necklace of emeralds.) 
Take thou this "collar of lentils." 
Once it was owned by Zobaida, 
Wife of great Haroun Ar-Rashid. 
Yaha, who dressed as a woman, 
Seeking to flee with his booty. 
From him I wrested this trophy. 
Fit to adorn thee, thee only. 
Hafiza. 
Green as the eyes of a dragon. 
Fiery they sparkle and dazzle. 
Here on my breast shall I wear them. 
Emblem of thy love and triumph. 

Duet. 
Emblem of love and of triumph, 
Bucar's proud hosts to set fleeing 
Then shall we bid war a truce, 
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ACT Ul Scene f 



Then shall we live in our love. 

(Enter Ibn Abdus with Bermudez and ai- 
tendants.) 

(The Moorish Herald is terror-stricken in 
Cu/s presence.) 

Bermudez. 
Favor God gives to El Cid, 
All Moors abashed in his presence. 

Cid. 
Sacred the person of Herald. 
Come, thou, speak up, say, what would you? 

Ibn Abdus (trembling). 
Bucar surrender demands. 
This, noble Cid, is my message. 

Cid. 
Hurl back this boast in his teeth. 
This, slave, my word. Come no more. 

(Chorus repeats last two lines.) 

(Ibn Abdus salaams and exits.) 

(Enter Rachel, Vidas, Diaz, Fanez, Hiero- 
NYMO and attendants with chests.) 

(Cid takes money from strong box.) 

Cid. 
Here is the money and bounty, 
Now let the chests be thrown open. 

(Chests are opened and contents shown to be 
sand, which attendants, laughing, throw at Jews.) 

Rachel. 
Champions cheat honest lenders. 
See, it is nothing but sand. 
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ACT 111. Scene f 



ViDAS. 

Wet with false weight to deceive us. 
Locked strong as if to guard gold. 
(Chorus, mocking, repeats last four lines.) 

CiD. 

Say, Jew, is lacking thy money. 

Money and usury utmost? 

Name of a name, gold was hidden, 

Hidden in sand was my honor, 

Honor of Cid Campeador. 

That was the gold that I pledged. 

That was redeemed by my payment. 

Chorus. 
Gold is the gold of Cid's honor, 
Honor linked fast to his greatness. 
Gold is Campeador's triumph. 
Golden his heart, gold his glory. 

GiD. 

Gold is my heart, but now beating 
Strangely and faintly within me. 
What means this weakness so sudden ? 
Comrades, I faint, bear me on. 

Chorus. 
What means this weakness so sudden? 
Comrades, he faints, bear him on. 
(They carry Cid to couch.) 
Cid. 
Friends, here I die. In a vision 
All was revealed. Mark me close. 
No one must know or suspect. 
Give me the myrrh and the balsam. 
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ACT HI Scene 2 



{They bring gold boxes and goblet and mix 
potion,) 

Fresh my complexion and flesh is. ; 

Place me when dead on Bavieca, 
Fasten me firm in the saddle, 
In my right hand put Tizona. 
This will strike terror to Bucar. 
Out on the battlefield glorious 
Yet will I triumph in death. 
Thirty-six kings will I vanquish. 
Mark me well, friends. Sweet Hafiza — 

(Chorus repeats first six lines of last eight, 
"him" for ''me/') 

(CiD falls back, Hafiza. enters at center. Gil, 
HiERONYMO and Fanez lead her away, so she 
does not see Cm. Exeunt.) 

(End of Scene i, Act IIL) 



SCENE 2, ACT III. 

(Scene 2, Courtyard of Castle at Murviedro, 
a suburb of Valencia. Curtain rises on oriental 
dance by Moorish girls. King Bucar and oth- 
ers are holding high revel,) 

(Picturesque Moorish castle at right. Wall 
at rear, with large central gateway. Fountain 
and shrubbery at left. Elaborate ornamentation 
in Moorish style, arabesques, etc. Minarets, 
mosque, towers, etc., in the distance,) 

(King Bucar and attendants at left with^ 
Black Queen and attendants. Nobles seated on 
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ACT ni Scene 2 



cushions and rugs, attendants standing behind 
them with large fans, serving trays, etc. Turk- 
ish bowmen and Moorish warriors standing at 
right.) 

(Moorish girls perform spectacular oriental 
dance.) 

Moorish Girls Dance. 

(BucAR rises at ^ close and comes to center.) 

BUCAR. 

Now then to strike fair Valencia, 
Home of El Cid, champion mighty. 
Now we to battle most glorious, 
Allah be praised for our victory. 
Sulks in his tent like Achilles, 
Champion Cid, we defy thee. 
Come, thou, to battle we challenge, 
Where is thy valor so vaunted? 

(All rise. Chorus repeats last four lines.) 
Martial Death March. 

(Cid's soldiers enter, led by Bermudez with 
standard. At first Moors oppose them. Cid's 
dead body is mounted on his horse Bavieca, led 
by Gil Diaz, Hieronymo supporting him on 
the other side. Fanez precedes them and seizes 
Bucar's standard. Cid^s appearance strikes ter- 
ror to the Moors. Bucar, Black Queen, attend- 
ants and some of the soldiers are taken pris- 
oners, others flee.) 

(Tableau at close: Black Queen's attendants 
at extreme left in red, soldiers with orange ban- 
ners, Moorish attendants in yellow, Cid's soldiers 
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ACT UL Scene 2 



in green, green light on Cid at center, Turkish 
bowmen in blue, dancing girls in purple, and at 
extreme right attendants in red. Splashes of red 
and yellow in accoutrements and banners of 
Cid's soldiers.) 

Chorus, Cid's Soldiers. 
Fly from the wrath of the conqueror, 
Crest of a warrior most nol^le, 
Terror his glance spreads before him. 
Flee from his name and his glory, 
Flee from his memory, his honor, 
Flee from his prowess, his valor, 
Flee from Campeador peerless, 
Flee from a face, from a name. 

(Hafiza enters exulting, to welcome Cid in an- 
other triumph. She sees him and pauses aston- 
ished, slowly approaches him, peers into his 
fcKe and touches his hand. All remain abso- 
lutely motionless, except Gil, who raises her to 
touch his cheek.) 

Hafiza. 
Flee from a face, from a name, 
Flee from Cid — Allah, he's dead! 
(Hafiza falls.) 

(CURTAIN— £nrf of the opera.) 
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